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a GLAD TO SEE YOU, AGAIN! = 


No matter what or why...| am not going to kick a 
gift horse from my dear and faithful friend... 


NO! 


Not Emil...are you kidding? 
NO! My thanks goes to my oldest and dearest, 
without any doubt; 
my benefactor, Old Lady Luck! 
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So, Emil might have played some part in this 


yt GLAD To SEE YOU, faye 


YO ‘CAME BACK 
| arrangement but, without the benediction of Lady 
luck; none of us would still be above ground of 


THIS | AM ASSURED! 


7 When we first came to China back in the early 
' _ 1930's, we passed through Shanghai on our fateful 
journey to Nanjing... 

We stopped over for a most needed rest and mixed 
that with much relaxation in the International 

| ime District of the Shanghai Collective 
: (so named by our generous sponsors) 

And all of my dear friends in the Chinese Socialist 

Movement that so struggled in the under currents 

of the rich political underground that 


| BELIEVED AT THE TIME — 


that it offered a shot at true, economic liberty for 
the hundreds of millions proud Chinese Workers 
who lived in worse than slave like conditions at the 


hands of the National Gangsters who illegally 
seized power away from the dying remains 
of the Empire. 
Shanghai was a wild, sinful city that had no equal 
into the depths of the true belief that there was 


NO SIN BELOW SHANGHAI! 
The International District was the home base of the 
Foreign Devils that raped China and it’s people 
both in a physical and an economic sense. 
The district was populated with the domed, 
pleasure mansion/estates of the rich and famous, 
it was run by corrupt, Tai Pan Civil Servants who 
answered directly to their gangster overlords. 

A modern comparison might be a raunchy version 
of Las Vegas on steroids mixed, blended with 
a mean version of 1930’s Chicago... 

For our small cadre of Foreign Devils still suffering 
from the difficult journey from our last successful 


GLAD TO SEE YOU, AGAIN! 
YOU CAME BACK! 


venue in Havana, Cuba; we were more than ready 
for these several weeks of R&R here in Shanghai as 
| negotiated our further passage to our 


WAITING JOBS IN NANKING 


In those days, the war with the Imperial Nippon 
Army was like a thunderstorm on the distant 
horizon and was not a topic to be discussed 
in proper society and they didn’t! 

The sheer amount of wealth here would have 
defied the concept of a world depression... 
here in Shanghai, time stopped and it seemed 
and felt much like it was still 1926... 
| took the lead on the intro to this book as Emil’s 
memories of this eventful passage are few and 
far in-between...due in no large part to 
the open bar at the Lia Pol Gentleman’s Club 
and where most (if not all) of the sketches 
enclosed were created... 
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GLAD To PEE YOU, AGAIN Ses 
Le, Fog = 
YOU CAME BACK! 


Being low on resources after almost a year of 
passage from Havana, Emil sat up shop doing his 
normal doddles for about seven francs 
per picture... 
| still content that Emil could have done so much 
better if he would have charged more given the 
seemingly, unlimited supply of cash that dripped 
from the cliental here at the Lia Pol... 


{By Seine!} 
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Tina was a sweat young gal and she had 
a dream of joining her cousin in America 
someday...her cousin had married an 
American guy and they lived 
in San Francisco... 

Every penny she could scrap together 
from selling flowers at Lai Pol’s went 
towards the price of transit...there was 
always some junior Taipan throwing up 
yet anther form and demanding yet 
another service fee that made her 
so frustrated! 


GOOD KID! 


| promised to have Seine's friends take a 
look at her difficulties with hope that 
they might help her.. 
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Tan and James ere ioe 
neighborhood made men who always sat 
around bragging about how they should 
have been born a long time ago and that 

they always wanted to be like the real, 
old-time cowboys... 


"| SO ONE DAY OUT OF 
e | guess, boredom... 
| made their dream come true 


by drawing them as cowboys 
and from that moment on.. 


| i WE WERE FRIENDS 

| ~(f i FOR LIFE! 

. a _> — Leica Il, 35mm Rangefinder 
w/5cm 1:3.5 lens 
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in fact, most people whi 
it would rather not have! 


- Hobo Tours 


» are the direct result of me being an artist 
7 at the wrong end of the money stick — 


be andthe conspiracy ofthe rich = 


iz corporations (like WWW6) to inflict © 


utter poverty upon gentle souls like 
myself in some misguide Bubba Bush 
: concept that poor people are easier 
; ‘ to control that are middle class people 
; as hunger and homelessness are but _ 
~ a footstep behind these poor rubes. 
/ a OK! Campers... 


it was \ ery sife 


_ least) in Iraq where we took a natior 


well-to-do middle classers and rich folks 
and turned 99% of them into beggars 
overnight by devaluating their nation’s 
currency — and in WWWG extensive 
campaign to keep me in economic ~ 
chains...sharecropped and bound to ~ 
them by the massive debt(s) that claim 
that | owe in over extended advances 
and greatly exaggerated travel costs. 


SORRY! 


“| was wondering where 
Thad put that soapbox?” 
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| im. 


Until | so rodelyd interru inte J 
conversation, | was going t to acl ; 
) poi int that the first cardi inal rule i in 
this lifestyle is to never get attached 
to a particular location(s ) and _ 
especially never to people.. = at 
you cannot afford 1 that as it is luxury 
beyond your ability to mature or even 
properly maintain for any extension 
a3 of time. 


THIS IS THE NUMBER ONE... 


it is s te | most important Cardinal Rule! _ 


EPTIO ONS ALLOW! 


Theol | thread it all oF the window like 
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GO OR NOT? 


contracts that gave our word that we 
would arrive ready for work and there 
was no confusion about the fast 
, approaching deadline for us to arrive. 
There was no question or ability — 


. to challenge my continued f st 
“4 obligation(s) to Seine and Claudie. 
Still, Campers 
he 3 It was going to be hard to leave! 
‘! Don’t get me wrong! | have no confusion _ 
| as to the Mt. Everest of differences 
& between Paris and Shanghai’s 
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HOBO TOURS...TO GO OR NOT? 


| HOBO TOURING? 


International Zone in both practical and > 


ihe 


logical terms but my friends; Shanghai 
personally made me feel much as | had 


2 ’ 
7 


lingness to chuck the whole of 
‘THE HOBO TOUR CODE 
Claudie, seemed to understood what | 
was feeling but, Seine was beyond 
_ frustrated and spent hours arguing with — 
me about what he referred toas _ 
“misplaced feelings” or maybe 


-- “UTTER MADNESS!” — 
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HOBO TOURS...TO GO OR NOT? 


HOBO TOURING? 


_ Seine had been working very hard to 
navigate the shoals crowded with petty 
- Taipans, warlords or with various soldier- 
of-fortune reengages/tour guides all 
with outstretched hands grabbing for 
another bribe and yet, so far, he was — 
not having any such luck in securing 


SAFE PASSAGE 


Yes! There were air flights...well kind © 

~ of...sort of...but, you need a military title | 

in front of your name, massive amounts _ 
of cash or a personal invite from 

President Khang to getaseat... 
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Then, there was the troubling fact that 
the Imperial Nippon Air Fleet had a very 
nasty habit of shooting out-of-the-sky 
any and all Republic Airplanes who 
hadn’t properly paid the fee to some 
local, Jap Air Commander for the 
privilege of not being shot down (and 

this was a hefty addon to the costs — 
of passage) and as such, every 
negotiation fell apart swiftly as none 
of the middlemen could offer anywhere 
near the proper level of safety that 
Seine was modestly demanding. 
Seine was further handicapped by the 
fact-that his personal connections was 


HOBO TOURS...TO GO OR NOT? 


HOBO TOURING? 


with the National Socialist Party and we 
arrived to find that the government had 
declared them more dangerous than 
even any of the local communists (and 
maybe they were) and was in the 
process of rounding them up for 
immediate slave labor interment. 
As you might have already suspected, 
| am sure that many of you have already 
figured it out that this was a further 
reason for Seine not being successful 
in getting anyone willing to go against 
the dictates of the Zone’s senior 
gangster management (who had just 
most-recently declared Seine’s friends to 


HOBO TOURS...TO GO OR NOT? 


HOBO TOURING? 


be true “Enemies of the State”...) 
that ran the Zone unless the money was 
pilled extremely high and in multiple 
piles. For the present point in time, 
| was free not put a lot of time or energy 
into these endless debated with the 
crew as (for now) we were stuck in 
Shanghai and somehow that 


FELT ALRIGHT BE ME! 
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At the Zoo...They’re Watching! 


At the Zoo...They’re Watching! 
Ql 
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IN THE VANGUARD OF THE REVOLUTION! 


LOOKING OUT OF MY WINDOW... 


LOOKING OUT OF MY WINDOW... 


COMING BACK FOR A SHORT HOP TO SAN PAULO 


We were flying back to a beautifully lit Rio twilight... 
| was riding in the shotgun seat on this ancient, piper cub running 
only on a single cylinder and the sheer willpower of the loudly 
cursing pilot...all the while he was equally beseeching divine 
intervention in every alternate breathe... 
Luckily most of his urgent conversation was lost on me as my 
Portuguese is really bad and thankfully, | was able to get the shot... 
with my trusty Nikon F4s. 


NEEDLESSLY TO MENTION... 


We did make it down to the ground by means of a rough landing on an 
‘3 almost deserted, beach front street... 
- WHERE THE HELL IS A TAXI WHEN YOU NEED ONE? 
a a a a ae 


ae 


mY SAN PAULO 


emit WEST 


| 
WWW PRODUCTIONS LTD 


| HAVE NEVER BEEN A REAL FAN OF RIO 
It always seemed so touristy and 
seemed to lack the hospitality, 
friendliness and acceptability of 
my San Paulo. 


FORGIVE MIE... 


| am jaded and spoiled by San Paulo's 
sense of its lied back lifestyle. 

It is easy to forget that most of you are 
tourists and the fast pace of the hustle 
of people, traffic and of the swiftness 
in which the locals can extract your 
money from ya is why you came. 
Some of the older people come after 
watching Bing and Bob's "Road to Rio" 
and are sadden to fine a 21st century 
town that rivals everywhere except 
Shanghai... 


Ai if it S EGrnival they usually leave Bich 
a nasty social disease or two... 


NLY THEIR DOCTORS 


back home will know... 
As a civic reminded to all medical 


professionals - who have not read a 


“WORLD WAR 2" 


_ It started here! 
Our own trip of went sideways because 
we agg Se ped ua ce ie reven— : 


he ie ohne nce we oO, nF rmen... 


- (NO! 


DAY TRIP TOURS Ltd. 


t 
her cousin...who started before we even 
left San Paulo in demanding her Miranda 
Rights...the right to do only what she 
wanted to do, to announce every five 
minutes that she needed to return to 
the hotel to use the restroom and most 
importantly...her right to shop non-stop 
as she force marched through every 
shopping district in Rio. 
By day two we ditched her but, sadly... 
all the pictures we took were 
from the first day... 
Thanks Seine! You knew film for 
my Nikon F4s is very expensive here and 
you gave me ONLY enough for 4 rolls! 


sian 


Mage 


_ 


Tuist ee & 


s “SPT. 
gu 
th 
- ] 
ret 


J ; et eee” “ el od 
— abn dk. — .t . = ~oas 
* 7 ae & Saoe : 
wa fee a - a 
— ti we oe = as. : : 


ey LIGHTING ( CANDLES - 
| SAYING Raced 


et! ae 
gees 
‘~ y ; 


i Mw Nae 


a a 


aN 


We would like to thank all of your 
continued support of Emil and our efforts 
to keep Emil in spending cash. 

As yet, as we have often complained, 
we have yet to make a profit on the 
assemblage of Emil’s work and WWWG 
does appreciate that you help us recoup 
some of our investment(s) as Mister 
Charles (WWWG Top Accountant) 
recently expressed 
“We may have to wait until long after 
Emil’s passing to turn a profit here...how 
long was Van Gough dead before his work 
caught on?” 

This month’s edition is interesting to me 
having, myself, been in Nanking before 


si@ x3 
oar 


pase 


w 


PCE COs 


we 


So eke SA ABS Oh 
dane Wataae CS eae 


3 DF 
oe 


- bese ine 


aes ee 


ars: 


wae: 


etre 


Sar == 


ea ces ink ain aaa Foe 


sae og te 
aes ee: 


FRE eee eel 


LIGHTING CANDLES — 
SAYING PRAYERS 


“It was a rainy day, unusual for this 
part of China, especially in the 
middle of the dry season. 

It was a cool and gray day 
but rather like home. 

It has been a Jong time, out here, 
in the wilds of China but, as Soldiers 
of God...we must go on and as we are 
bringing unity, peace and harmony 
to our fellow Asian Peoples... 
| dare not curse myself (or our mission) 
by speculating as to when we shall 
be home...” 


- Unknown Nipponese Private 
in China in 1936 
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NOVEMBER 13, 1936 
DEAREST MINNIE, 


It seems like ages since | wrote and 
still longer for you, | hope that it is that 
we have been moving about the 
country, quite-a-bit and the mail has 
not kept up with our transit(s) — as it 
has been even longer since | received a 
post from you. 


ARE YOU OK? 


How is Paris? 
Miss us? 
Since, | last wrote, Claudie convinced 
the Japanese at their embassy here in 
Bangkok (although they still prefer us 


Nipponese... not falar, as to wh 
but...since we are traveling on their 
dime, lam happy to be agreeab ble that 
we were honorable members of the 
fourth estate (journalists. reporters) 
andtheyofferedusa 
FREE, ALL EXPENSES PAID TRIP 
_ to see what they are reference to as é at 
the Economic Miracle that has taken 
over Manchukuo...of course.. -mostly 
due to the advent of the Nipponese 
Assistance Act or so they want the _ 
world to know. ..thus, Ou ir FREE press 
j junket with about 1 00 other journali ists 
_ from thi s part of the Orient. — 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


Claudie is in rather rare form these 
days, he is off pretending to bea 
journalist, running and scurrying all 
about the city, investigating all of the 
latest social gossip for that stupid 
expat social page, while Seine and 
| are still hard at work, dealing with 
all the expat and tourist rubes... 
We are doing rather well off our 
extremely popular “Treasure Tours” 
where we take a greed group of 
- tourists out into the wilds of Northern 
a Thailand and sometimes, into French 
| Indo-China searching for some lost 
treasure or artifact that mostly, Seine 
created with his great ability to tell 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


a good story. This trip came at a good time 
as Bangkok has grown rather stale and 
| told Seine that it was only a matter of 
time before we would need to pack up 
and find a fast coach out of the city. 
Not to say, that there is trouble. 
You know that | have that inner sense 
| have and how it is my early warning 
device right before everything 


GOES TO SHIT... 


like, remember during the war? 
That was then night when we were 
supposed to go back to the front but, 
we locked Seine up in the hotel’s closet 
until after the train left the station. 
Remember, had we gone on that train, 
we would have been there just in time 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 
REMEMBER? 


to go “over-the-top” with the 
rest of our regiment. 


REMEMBER? 


That was the very day, three minutes 
out into the middle of No-Man’s-Land 

and the German Guns cut loose and 
shredded the regiment to only a few of 
| E the lucky stragglers that had the sense 

ie to lag behind the colonel and his crazy, 
first captain... 


REMEIMIBER? 
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NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


Had | not heeded my early warning, 
we would have surely been there and 
not here today. 

So, as it is twitching up again, 
| told both Seine and Claudie that 
we needed to start 


: | THINKING ABOUT MOVING ON 
fe In fact, we were talking about China 
: just the other day. | was encouraging 
them to go to Nanking for it seemed 
to be a city of great opportunity 
‘ ..chaotic and awash with intrigue as 
4 | hear tell that the Nationalist under 
General Chiang are looking to set 
~ it up as a new capital. 
If that happens, then there will be a lot 


rtunities for capitalizing gents 
such as ourselves. | tried my best, 
Claudie and Seine think that there is 
a better shot in the new Republic 
of Manchukuo. 


| DON’T KNOW... 


| don’t trust the Nipponese as much as 
Claudie seems to...They (the 
Nipponese) really talk all big, they talk 
non-stop about expansionism, 

modernization, the urgent need for 
regional industrialization (like they 
have achieved in Korea) and for all 

their big talk about bringing China into 
the 20th Century, they seem all too 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


ie controlling and | am most troubled 


. by their seeming lack of a 
, 4 PROPER SENSE OF HUMOUR 
FT a _ Then Claudie shows up with official 
c press invitations to go see Manchukuo 
- on their dime. Not being the kind of 
: gents needing to be askedtwicetoa _ 
j- FREE meal and seeing that it will get us 
“s | out of Bangkok for a while... 


=| —s WE DECIDED TO GO 
Ys Apparently, this is a big deal and | am 
rather struck by the upper-class 
accommodations and travel 
arrangements. 
_ We were flown from Bangkok to Seoul | 


(Korea) in a Nipponese transport plane 
which was rather impressive and so 
thoughtfully, modern. 

From Seoul, we went to the frontier by 
an express rail car...Seine said that the 
accommodations were as good as the 
Orient Express (Paris to Istanbul) and 
they were good especially the 


FREE PRESS BAR 


widely and generously stocked for our 
drinking pleasure. 

We were sent on this trip to visit and 
then report back to the world on the 
economic wonders that the Nipponese 
have brought to Manchukuo, this is a 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


tour of the most official sorts with 
legion of multi-lingual translators, 
an army of armed, security guards and 
our personal handlers sent from both 
the Nippon and Manchukuo Ministries 
of Commerce and who seem to hover 
over us night and day. 

While this is a very highly structured 
trip and | truly understand that it was 
FREE tour but, if | have to see one 
more modern factory or some new 
housing block, | am going to become 
violent with our hosts...even if, | need 
to go join the Communists that inhabit 
the far extremes of the mountains 
towards the Soviet Borderlands. 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


What | have noticed in our coming 
and goings to the various 
appointments or events, | have 
noticed that most of the people here 
are dressed in what consists of 
a jacket, coat, and trousers for males, 
and to these a skirt is added for 
females. The ladies when going out 
cover themselves completely from 
head to foot with a long voluminous 
coat (it is winter time here now), white 
for upper-class ladies and generally 
green for the common people, even 
covering the face. 

The clothing of the common people is 
generally made of cotton cloth, while 
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NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


THE WEALTHY WEAR SILK 


| was told by our handler that 
“In point of comfortableness, Northern 
Chinese dress has few equals in the 
world, being cool in summer and warm 
in winter.” 
Then again, maybe he has 


NEVER BEEN.TO PARIS? 


A great majority of the poor farmers, 
outside the great cities and all out 
through out the open countryside, 

they still have ancient topknots 
haircuts though the number of those 
with hair cropped after the Nipponese 
fashion is easily increasing in the larger 
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NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


cities and throughout the factory town 
through Manchukuo. 

As you well know, | am far from being 
an expert on women’s hairstyles but 
even with such an untrained fashion 

commentator as myself, | have noticed 
that it length and style of it differs 

according to the locality and 


COMMUNITY FASHIONS 


White is the prevailing color for proper 
society dress and it’s proper washing 
is an affair of prime importance 
in every household. 

It is a very common sight throughout 
the countryside to see half a dozen or 
a.dozen women encircling a village 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


well or lining a stream engaged in 
the arduous task of washing. 
We spent most of the early evening, 
tonight, in the home of a rather 
important minister, he was hosting a 
banquet for our tour group and while 
the home would not stand the “Paris 

Test” it was still a rather well designed 

house with walls made of local mud 
and stone important from the 
nearby mountains. 

There was a double gateway entrance 
to the main part of the house with 
both an outer and inner gateway. 

The house’s main room faced south 

which has to do with some ancient 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


Chinese belief or custom...they told us 
in great detail but, | was too distracted 
looking for the open bar. 


FREE DRINKS! 


In the space between the gateways 
was an open courtyard paved with 
polished stones and lined with bricks. 
From the courtyard, | was told, there 
are three entrances to the main house 
with the middle one being opened 
only when distinguished guests 
are expected. 

Since that was the entrance we used, 
it would seem that we made the mark 
as distinguished guests... 


# 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


at least, we didn’t need to come in 

_ through the servant’s quarters. 
4 The main house contains a large 
middle room which seemed to serve 


as parlor and office, and on both sides 


of this are smaller rooms that | was 
told were reserved for the use of the 
male members of the family. 
The women of the household live in 
an inner separate building connected 
_ either by a corridor or an open 
pathway but, we were not invited 
to ) tour. So, | willassume 


. WE WERE TOLD CORRECTLY 


This minister’s home does not ‘2 


ee that stage that wt & 


ordinary Chinese Houses, and those of 
the less wealthy which have only a few 
rooms, one for men, which is also used 
as a sitting-room, one for women, 
servants’ quarters, and kitchen 
connected to all. 

They are tiled or thatched and are 
almost invariably one story high. 
Under old conditions it was forbidden 
to all but the royal family to build 
multi-storied houses. 

In this new age and with the increase 
wealth that has been visited upon a 
growing middle class of technicians 
and bureaucrats, that this restriction is 

removed, storied houses are fast 


NOVEMBER 13, 1936 


increasing, especially in urban 
districts. The most salient feature of a 
modern, manager-level, Chinese 
House is found in its floor, which is so 
constructed of stone and mud as to 
make the heat and smoke of the fire 
lighted at one end of the house 
circulate under it until they finally 
escape by an outlet at the other end. 
The surface of the floor is covered 
with sheets of oiled paper pasted 
upon it, and the room is comfortably 
warmed by the above means. 
Rice is the principal food, and is eaten 
with fish (mostly dried), meat, 
_ or some kinds of vegetables. 
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Liquor and tobacco (finally true sign 
of cultural civilization... Thank you!) 
are widely used by men although 
some of the more liberated Chinese 
Women (mostly in the big cities) 
do also partake and sometimes 
abuse liberally and actually! 

The Minister said tonight in addressing 
Our press group 
‘As a laborer, the Chinese has many 
good gualities, physically strong, of an 
obedient disposition, and intelligent... 
But he used to despise labor.” 


"THE CURSE OF OLD CHINA” 


He went on to say with a collective 
nod from the Nipponese Ministry 
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STEERS RG ga ATONE LL SN SRNR 


At which Snir we were ushered into 
the dining hall and enjoyed an 
excellent buffet of western and 


ORIENTAL FOOD OFFERINGS 
On the way back to the hotel, our 
specific handler was telling us that 
of all the branches of leaning and 
civilization Manchukuo has received 
from the Nipponese presence, it 
seems that those relative to the royal 
and religious ceremonies surrounding 
the Emperor seem to have appealed 
especially to the taste of the Chinese, 
as is proved by the fact that more 
books have been published in the past 
year on this subject than on any other. 
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His other contention was really to 

show us that the average Chinese 

fellow has adopted the Emperor 
and this proves... 


“This only goes to show how far we 


have come in civilizing China and have - 
brought it out of adark, middle agesin 


whic ch it has been locked for centuries 


| and. how we have opened the people's 


eye and dragged them (many times) 


into the full glory of modern times ners. 


in the 20 Century...” 


hic aint, taken to observe, we 
witnessed a local ceremony fay 
where it is an old rural, local custom — 
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that at the age of fifteen, a boy, 
hitherto wearing his hair hanging 
down the back, has it done up in a top- 
knot, to be henceforth regarded 
as a grown man. 
Afterwards, we were given 
a sociological lecture by a university 
professor (who no doubt holds his 
degrees from several Nipponese 
Universities) who told us that under 
the Nipponese Stewardship, the bad 
- custom of early marriage obtained in 
. the country from very early times and 
a which was pregnant with many social 
4 evils has since (under the Nipponese 
Enlightenment) been corrected by 
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making the marriageable age to be 
fixed at 15 for both men and women. 
Although, some things have not 
changed like with funerals which are 
still conducted according to 
Confucianism and the rules for 
mourning are strictly adhered to, 
the longest period being three years 
for parents remain constant. 
“Thus we have adapt (here in the new 
Republic of Manchukuo) the best of the 
new while remaining true to our Classic 
believes...” 


He said in conclusion of his Nipponese 
Scripted Lecture. 
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NOVEMBER 13, 1936 
OH! BY THE WAY 


| discovered that stone fighting 
between villages is now forbidden on 
account of the danger involved. 


WHAT A SHAME! 


Music and theatrical plays seem to be, 
yet, in a primitive condition. 
There were movie houses in the larger 
cities and they seem to be much of 
what you might see in Tokyo...most of 
the movies are Nipponese 
Features...But, we didn’t have time to 
look into... Chess seems to be the 
principal game enjoyed indoors 
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irrespective of the season. 
Will try to write more tomorrow 
evening...after they close the FREE bar. 


“lam starting to miss good, 
old Bangkok... 


- Emil 
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IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS" 

It’s funny...life and the randomness of 

events, the unforeseen events that 

take you to those “WTF?” moments. 

You know, you have been there, you 
have done that...right? 

This actual edition started with one of 
those random meetings that finally 
connected the dots which strangely 

led, directly, all the way back into the 
late 1930’s, | was | was standing there 
outside of Nanking — after all of our 
well laid out plans...well paid for 
too...failed plans, then, a chance 
meeting at a barren crossroad to the 
south of the great city and in the mere 
blink of an eye, I’m thrusting all this 
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IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 


RANDOM SHIT FALLS 
forward back to 2018, where discovery 
of some unknown (to me) truth from 
that day in the 1930’s made me 
say “WTF?” 
| must add...like everything in life, 
when the shit hits (1 know Seine! 
But...your suggested word “dodo” 
doesn’t convey the nearly the same 
image...Censorship Board or 
not...must, | remind you, that ever 
since President Trump used the 
word...it is fair game...even there, 
in Puritan Singapore!) 

When that big turd slapped the fan; 
(like that better?) everything that 
could go wrong did! It all fell apart, 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
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collapse so quickly — which included 
our long planned escape route... 
our booked passage on the 


LAST TRUCK OUT OF NANKING 
Panic sets in quickly and there you find 
yourself, Seine and those two White 
Russian Gals ambushing this jerky, 
little shrimp of a Jap Officer out on the 
road south of Nanking....willing to kill 
to get his vehicle in which we might 
escape. 


Willing to kill? 


At that moment, we did what human 
nature is...we were willing to whatever 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
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it took to survive, escape the day of 
Judgement for China’s Sin City... 
| borrowed that line from an old priest 
that | found sitting in a barstool next to 
me, in the dive bar outside Taipei 
(ROC) in the early 1950's. 
His point was that God had brought 
the Japanese to the very gates of the 
city, he brought them to do his will and 
smit the great, cosmopolitan city of 
Nanking for all of its wicked, Jazz Age 
accesses and evil, sinful way of living. 
| pounder his conclusions and then 
explained that | had been there 
that very day... 


| ASKED HIM, HAD HE? 


_ _ RANDOM 
From there the conversation cascaded 
downhill and then twisted 
sideways...He looked at me as if | told 
him that | was a paid agent of the 
Great Satan...| asked him... 

‘Are you referring to General Chiang 
as the Great Satan?” 

He immediately saw that | was baiting 
him and that anyone who dared to 
spoke openly of the Nation’s Greatest 
Warrior, the father of New China...the 
savor of democracy here in the Far 
East; anyone that stupid deserved to 
be interned, beaten and deported 
back to the wastelands of a 
communist occupied mainland. 
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Puzzled, he Game me . dead in mthe 
eyes and mumbled something about 
how | must be a communist as he 
turned back to his warm beer. 

So, | stole his line but, | was there and 
| can testify that the Japs were many 
things but, agents of God was a stretch 

for even me! | 
God was surely on holiday when the 
Japs arrived at the city gate, on that 
day he was unavailable...maybe in 
meetings and that is why he didn’t 
hear the cries of his dying children... 
These days, we forget that like 
Nagasaki (in Japan), Nanking had been 
a center of Christianity for 100 years. 


My memories differ from the old 
priest’s — as | was there and he was 
(probably) in Hong Kong, reading 
about it in the Morning Mail. 
| more remember that at times, 
Sunday Mornings and all the bells rang 
to call the faithful to services and the 
noise, the sheer tone of the racket was 
like beating my over the head with 
a ballpoint hammer...let’s just say, that 
most Saturday Nights ran late and it 
was impolite and not wise to turn 
down another drink from some fancy- 
dressed general or Taipan bureaucratic 
clerk...that favored Chief Chiang's Bar 

— this is where | picked up spare 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS - 
There seemed to be nearly as many 
churches as there were bars — 
although when General Chiang and his 
Taipans came roaring into town and 
declared it to be the new, national 
capitol...they turned the tide and 
made the city to be, more like what 
the old priest complained so 
bitterly about. 

In retrospect, it was easy picking as it 
was just him and his driver — who was 
regular army grunt and somewhat a 
concern to me as he had the look of a 
profession soldier and he was clearly 
an attraction to the White Russian 
Gals (they were always playing the 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS - 
angles and if they thought that this 
bulky, Jap sergeant would get them 
quicker to safety, they would turn on 
Seine and me in a heartbeat...nice to 
know your traveling companions!). 
The deed itself was quick and 
easy...who wouldn't stop for two leggy, 
half naked, White Russian Gals with 
their flowing, blonde (dyed) hair 
blowing in the breeze...there in the 
middle of nowhere China... 


WOULDN'T YOU STOP? 


Wouldn’t you stop just out of 
curiosity? 
Anyway, they did and they were 
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IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS 
distracted by the young gals just long 
enough for Seine and me to draw 
down on them with the very 
impressive machine guns that the 
Nationalist Soldiers gave us on their 
way out town...well, the truth, (Yes! 
Seine!) they didn’t actual gives us the 
weapons, directly...we picked them up 
as they had discarded them...dropped 
them in a moment of panic...(actual 
that one rude soldier threw his rifle at 
us as We were making that mad dash 
to get a leg on the rail of the last truck 
out of Nanking). 

Panic was everywhere, people out on 
the street just started running...they 


didn’t have a clue as to where but, 
once the Chinese Soldiers started 
ripping off their uniform, we decided 
that was time to follow some of these 
running crowds on the sheer hope that 
some of them might know the 
way out of town. 
| know that this now sounds foolish... 
“You didn’t know your way out 
of town, really?” 

Put yourself in our place, you know 
how to get from/to the places that you 
need to go on a daily basis but, 
without notice, all the shit hits the 
running fan and word spreads that 
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stehdfirient ot was gonna 
stop by the hotel to pick us up... 
We had paid him good, foreign — 
currency — not Nationalist script, 
to do just that. 
We were where we needed to be, we 
were on time and even the two White. 
Russian Gals had arrived on time 
(for | think the first time since | first 
met them at Chief Chung’s club) 
but, the shit had just hit the fan and 
panicking soldier, with real guns, 
decided to take our seats...and Chief 
Chang’s cousin decided not argue the 
point with an armed group of 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS 
desperate soldiers with (what | must 
say) bad attitudes and worse manners. 
The word spread like wildfire that the 
Japs were at the City Gate and were 
demanding to come in... 

And the longer they were being made 
to wait was not helping their attitudes 
or manners either. 
| don’t know the truth, but, they said 
that the old gatekeeper locked the city 
gates and was trying to delay the 
entire Japanese Army by pretending 
he couldn't find his keys. 


IF IT’S TRUE... 


Many people owe their very lives to 


this nr ant man A for aa te 

shortest of delaying the Japs from 
motoring into the city. 

| still believe (and | am not alone) that 


a deal with the corrupt city elders had 


been made, signed and sealed but, 
now some old man was trying to 
monkey wrench the whole deal by 
locking the main city gate and 
preventing the Jap generals from 
motoring into the center of the city 
and claiming Nanking surrendered 
without a fight...the band plays and 
the Jap flag is raised over city hall... 
or least that was the deal... 
Truly believe, if the communist hadn’t 
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won the civil war, there would be a 
statue to that brave old man...standing 
in the main square or by where the 
city gate had once stood...the japs got 
tired, shot the old man and blew the 
gate all to hell. 

Somehow, we managed to make it out 
of the southern end of the city but, 
being on foot, our chances of 
outrunning the Jap Army were remote 
at best. 


FIGURED 


rather smarty too...if | say so myself! 
Who knows when you are gonna have 
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IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS 


“You take these beautiful White 
Russian Gals and we will just forget 
that this nasty episode ever took 
place... Yes! You have a good day 
to... We will be leaving now!” 


As a matter of truth, | don’t think that 
either of us, we never fired our rifles, 
outside of rife practice, more than a 
dozen times in our entire time in the 
northern trenches of the Great 
Slaughter (Sorry! Great War!). 

And as far as | know, | never fired my 
rifle, in all that time, at a live human 
being - not on purpose, at least. 
Later, when Seine hooks up with Kurtz; 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS 


they go all soldier of fortune...and, 
from what | heard, Seine became a 
little too good that he sometimes 
scared that old warrior, Kurtz and 
then (as he always does), he 


DRAGGED ME INTO1T 


Luck for us, these Japs seemed more 
frightened than us and they hadn’t 
had time to evaluate or gauge the true 
toughness of these fearsome bandits 
that were hijacking their vehicle. 

If they had, we would have probably 
spent the rest of the war in some 
place that might have been even 
worse than we had in the trenches. 
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IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS” 

To make a long story more Reader’s 
Digest (| understand the attention 
span of my few readers and 
| understand that most of them have 
already started looking at the photos), 
we were able to quickly convince this 
Japanese Office that he needed to 
loan us his vehicle, his supplies and 
“How about the pretty sword?” 


“\NHAT YOU THINK, SEINE?” 
We left them with water, rations and 
our sincere, best wishes that they 
could find their way back to their 
camp before sunset...you know how 
dangerous these Chinese Roads are! 
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IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS 
WE WEREN'T ANIMALS... 


we just needed the vehicle. 

At the moment, we were jazzed by our 
victory and pretty much full of 
ourselves as we sped off into the 
sunset, heading South. 

It never crossed our mind that this 
Japanese Officer and his driver 
would come after us. 

Never crossed our minds until the next 
day, just over a mountain bridge, we 
saw Japs hell bent for battle, they 
were speeding up the winding road to 
us...through a beautiful pair of 
binoculars...that the Japanese Officer 


“is 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS - 
had also let us borrow, it was that little 
jerk...he was leading the chase. 
Somehow, thanks to superior Japanese 
motor technology plus, the fact, that 
we were not having to stop at every 
mountain pass to have drawn out fire 
fights with Chinese Communist Militia 
(they were the only ones willing to 
fight), we were able to keep ahead of 
him all the way down to the Burmese 
Border — which was still not at war 
with Japan. 
Reaching the border and leaving the 
Jap vehicle behind as payment for 
being allowed to cross the frontier, we 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS" 
waited to give the bird to that Jap 
and his driver... 
“Yea, we beat you...yet...again...— 
The White Russian Gals and 
| proceeded into the town and decided 
to celebrate our success with more 
than a few rounds that became more 
as the night wore own... 


FREE DRINKS MIND YOU... 


NO! 


Not because of our escape but, you 
can imagine how many tall, blond 
Russian Women make it here to 
this town... 
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Everyone wanted to oda with 
us that night... 
WHO WAS | TO BE RUDE? 
Seine left early and said that he was 
gonna pawn that old sword to get us 
me train tickets, in the morning, back 
os . down to Bangkok. | kindly reminded 
-z him to not book the early train...just | 
common sense and practice in 
sleeping off a hangover. 

4 What | never knew was that Seine 
ty crossed back over the border as he still 
| held his French passport and since 

Japan and France were not at war... 


HE WAS FREE TO DO SO. 


IN LIFE’S STRANGER MOMENTS AND 
RANDOM SHIT FALLS 


He took a very big risk considering that 
the Japs had chased us all the way to | 
the border...who is to say, they 
~ wouldn’t just rip up his fancy French 
~ passport and shoot him. 

What we didn’t know...didn’t have a 
clue as to what he was really doing. — 
Seems now, he went across the 
border, found the Japanese Officer and 

returned his sword to him. 
| didn’t know this part of the story 
until last week, on a normal day tour 
assignment, | was being guided by the 
son of that Japanese Sergeant over to 
meet the grown daughter of that jerky, | 
_~ young Japanese Officer. | 
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Good Morning Angkor Wat 


ANGKOR WAT! 


REMEMBERING THE KING! 
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CAMBODIANS BELIEVE IN GHOSTS... 


with my fellow iad ices and Y 
occasional Englishman... 
The World heritage people had left their 
workshop for the day 
and of course... 


I WENT TO HAVE 
A LOOK AROUND 


They were piecing together two of 
the murals that are in this collection. 
As never a true believer in spirits 
other than the drinking kind... 
| did the logical thing and snapped 
a couple, rather nice pictures. 
This is when everything went 


| sideways...like it had back over at 
pn, la. 


CAMBODIANS BELIEVE IN GHOSTS... 


THE KILLING FIELDS... 


The sky before that moment was 
a bright, dully sunny day without 
even a hint or whisper of a cloud... 
The moment the shutter closed... 
There was a giant clap of thunder... 


WEIRD...! 


At this very moment, right after the second 
shot of the second mural... 


THERE IT WAS! 


Another giant clap of thunder that electrified 
the air and dark, deeply black clouds boiled 
. up over the tree 
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AT THIS POINT... 


looking at the approaching weather 
and then at my expensive Nikon... 
| decided that was the correct time 
to be considerate of my numerous 
tour companions and | attempted 
a rather swift retreat back to the tour 
bus... caught sight of what looked to 
be, from this distance, like, they looked 
like my tour group and | hurried, post 
haste down the trail in my effort to catch 
up with them as they reached the far 
gate only to discover that | had been 
chasing the wrong Japanese Tour Group 
and had gone off (over a mile) in wrong 
direction over to the park’s opposite gate. 


Try and be considerate! 

SEE WHAT IT GETS YOU? 
| am now further away from where 
my actual group (the entire group) 

was very actively cursing me and 
chanting some wicked Asian Curse 
about “his damn camera!” and my 
feelings were hurt to realized, that 

here, my act of kindness and my 
willingness to be considerate of the 

tour’s schedule, that was all 
for nothing...! 


SO SEE MY CHILDREN! 
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CAMBODIANS BELIEVE IN GHOSTS... 


The only thing | achieved was now 
having to back track for now, it was 
almost a mile back to where | had this 
rare attack of consideration... 


KNOWING... 


| could see them standing about the 
tour bus, all of them would be upset 
for having to wait 
(yet again) for me... 
Even more sad was the fact that they 
will never had the mindset 
to listen that | had been thinking of 
them and it was that selfless deed 
that caused me to get lost and 
be late... 


CAMBODIANS BELIEVE IN GHOSTS... 


YET AGAIN! 


So far, | was still good and although 
| was now enveloped in the swirling 
and boiling black clouds of the 


CAMBODIAN GHOSTS 


| now made the long journal back 
across the castle complex...swiftly, 
sidestepping yet other slow 
moving tour group... 

Just as | could see the castle’s gate, 
with this whisper of the sprinkling rain 
taunting me with the threat of turning 

into the mother of all downpours, 
there within tasting distance from 
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trail...out jumps the militia... military 


inspired security guards... 


STOPPING ME 


They were on the trail of some, soon 
to be detained, tourist who had 
broken into the World Heritage 

Workshop and they looked me over 
one-or-twice before their leader 
asking me: 


“YOU SEE HIM?” 


| said, | thought | saw this really tall 
| Japanese Man jumping a fence back 
__ there on the trial. Being experienced in 
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CAMBODIANS BELIEVE IN GHOSTS... 


safety for my trusty Nikon...out of the 
art of survival, regarding civil protests 
— where you needed to remain cool 
and look for any way to change or 
muddle the focus of the interrogation, 
then, | saw that he was wearing a 


“| LOVE NEW YORK” CAP 
Then asked him how long he had lived 


in New York... 
It was raining rather hard now... 
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EMIL WENT TO PARIS... 


, 


THEN 


THEN, EMIL WENT TO PARIS... 
A PM WOULD YOU DARE? 


If you could get a gimmy, a new shot, a | 
fresh start to do it all over...would you? 
_ Would you have the nerve, the sheer 
courage to go out and right every 
wrong, Capitalize upon every lost 
opportunity. .led the vanguard, where 
you had before been a mere spectator? — 
Would it...could it.. .make a bit of 
difference, or would you merely end up 
here, staring out this same dirty 
~ window, out upon this same rainy day, 
watching it (yet again) passing you 
by...yet again...would you be content? 
Would you accept that it was your 
cosmic destiny to travel this path? 


L WEN L19: PARIS 
WOULD YOU C DARE? 


Would you accept this savage slap in 
your face by a smiling, old lady luck? 
Would you...could you... 


TAKE THE RISK... 


gamble away this, your one shot...your 
one last chance at redemption... 
what would you do...??? 


WOULD YOU DARE? 


Tlie NM BENT TO PARIS 


THEN, EMIL WENT TO PARIS... 
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| Loved China Until The Restraining Order... 


| Loved China Until The Restraining Order... 


THIS MOVIE IS 
BANNED 


COUNTER-REVOLUTIONARY THEMES 


| Loved China Until The Restraining Order... 
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GREATNESS WAS NEVER MEANT FOR WAR 


— — from Seoul 
lt was a shuddering, 3 degrees today, 
mixed and matched with a rather 
stinging whisper of Siberian Winter winds 
rushing ever southwards down through 
the hills and unprotected valleys of 
Seoul, pressing hard against the plastic 
windows of my cold water, walk up flat, 
it is nice to kinder and grasp for all of 
those now faded, those hazy lost days 
of a harvest fall past...here in Seoul. 
Yet...more memory lane...here in the 
dead of night and only a hundred Wong 
left to my name...with upcoming events, 
there is so much exaggeration(s) in the 
normal costs...with the arrival of big 
buck sports, ugly tourists... 


OH WELL! 


AT LEAST, THE WI-FI IS STILL FREE...! 
Of course, it would not be and they would 
shut me down in a heartbeat, if ONLY they 

could figure out how | hijacked it to start 
with from the nearby college... 
In fact, they asked...as | got ratted out 
by my neighbor... 
Damn, these honest Koreans! 
But, then | was polite but, kindly looked 
puzzled at the request from the geek from 
the College's IT Department to explain how 
| hacked their system... 

Now, considering that it is not, in any sense 

(really) in this world or the next, very much 

NOT in my own, vested interest(s) to explain 
how easy it was for me to hack into their 
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Famil lyMart ' | | = | . ge Ji 
< Most of my neighbors have taken leave, in 
~ the middle of night...in flight to visit 
relatives or children elsewhere but herein — 
Seoul...leaving me as the block watch, plant 
watering, cat and dog es fon we block... a 
No badge...no unifot ugh, 
that there might be- as ipl. lee 
uniforms...when | volunteered for this gig... 
Sadly, no money either...as my neighbors are 
cut from the same "wrong side of the track 
= “and poor” cloth as me.. 
DAMN THESE CH EAP KOREANS! 
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THE LONG JOURNEY HOME! 
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THE LONG JOURNEY HOME! 


DIDN'T G 


All in a Fitful Dream that | had after Pizza 


The Children’s Crusade 1943 


In the wind-swept wilds of Eastern Russia 


Uncle Freddie: On the road to Minsk...1942 


On the Road t Minsk ws 


Just 30 Clicks South of Cairo /¢ 


Emil signed off on the deal and as of publication date, Emil is 
still a clear cut winner here regardless of how 


he would have you believe... 
We have not cheated Emil of one thin Singapore Dime... 


in fact, according to our Accounting Office, he is greatly indebt 
to WWWG for bogus advances and/or expenses... 


Please quit writing to us about how we are cheating 


your dear Emil... 


THANK YOU VERY KINDLY 


All stories, blog posts and related (to include scribbled notes 
or doodles and all art work) are written by Emil — with minor 
corrections and clarifications as to limit WWWG’s liability in 
case of any resulting lawsuits or attached restraining orders. 


i WWWG is compliance with all public status here in Singapore 
and have noted (in the text) were we had to cut Emil 
off...and/or censor that opinions expressed. 


